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Breads, too, of all the varieties one care to choose, and fruits in
season: apples, pears, grapes. Sausages, of course, hanging in
shiny rolls or lying in swaths on top or inside freshly washed
counters. Pastries fresh and sumptuous, with frosting, with silvery
fuz, with shiny chocolate. Barrels of sauerkraut, barrels of soaked
cucumbers; food for the rich, the poor, for all appetites and all
caprices. And in spite of the constant turmoil, the martial law
and the threat of war, the prices were reasonable. In English
money, peasant butter was a shilling a pound, tea butter four-
pence more, potatoes less than a halfpenny a pound, cottage cheese
two pence a pound, eggs less than a penny apiece. The women
behind the counters were mostly middle-aged, neat and friendly.
All of them invoked the spirits of heaven and earth to spare them
the agony and ferocity of war.

Masaryk Street was a dismal contrast to the market place with its
abundance and friendliness. Here was a modern confectionery
shop with the windows smashed, the doors shut. Farther down
was a smart hosiery shop, its windows were also shattered, its
doors locked. Still farther down was a grocery store (it was locked
too), its awning was torn, its windows broken, the floor inside
littered with papers, the counters heaped with boxes and bundles
carelessly thrown together. A haberdashery with the glass cases
outside empty and one of its windows cracked all the way across,
as though someone had struck it with an iron bar. All these were
mementos of the uprising that had swept the town after Hitler's
Nuremberg speech a few days earlier. The owners of these
shops had evidently fled from the city. I asked a policeman whether
he knew what had become of them; and he shrugged his shoulders
and said he didn't know. They were Jews mostly; Jews were
hurriedly packing their belongings and leaving. As we were talk-
ing, two trucks passed by, one loaded with furniture and house-
hold goods, the other with children. " There," said the policeman;
"these are Jews and Democrats, sending their families out of
town."

The Socialists were carrying on with unabated energy. Young
people, singly and in groups, in their outfits of blue shirts, red
ties, and khaki shorts, were dashing in and out of their sombre
brick building. I walked inside, into the editorial office of their